
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_d7bfd4df34319509c5c110071cd92680_Q7uWga_html_2a1b54f9.jpg]

The Home of Great
War
Fiction!


 


 


In January 1943, North Africa was a
dangerous place. But its most sinister city was Casablanca, a
honeycomb of double operatives and false colors, where nothing was
a simple as it seemed.

There, on orders from Patton, special
agent and demolitions expert Mac Wingate faced Bedouin tribes, an
exotic dancer with a deadly secret – and one of the most important
missions of the war: to smash the Nazi enclave in North
Africa!
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“Former Naval
Person to President Roosevelt 21 December ’42. Yes, certainly. The
sooner the better. I am greatly relieved. It is the only thing to
do. All arrangements here will be made on basis that it is a staff
meeting only. Suggested code name: Symbol.”

Signal from Winston
Churchill
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One

 


The foxhole was filling with water.
Rain fell in a continuous sheet onto the deep red hillsides, cut
channels through the barren sandy covering and poured down into the
valley below. Mac Wingate tried to keep the road in focus. It ran
west to east through the desert. Behind him lay the remains of
Gafsa, the little Tunisian town that Eisenhower’s ground forces had
occupied two days earlier. Ahead lay the coastal plain and the
Mediterranean port of Sousse. There was only one snag—between Mac
Wingate’s position and the sea lay the whole weight of Rommel’s
Tunisian army. As he crouched in the mud, clutching the blasting
machine in his hands, he could make out the cumbersome bulk of the
first of the advancing Panzers rolling forward along the valley
road. He figured he could allow it another fifteen
seconds.

He remembered those other times he’d
waited. The whole damn thing had been a question of waiting, ever
since he had joined in the Presidential Advisory Organization back
in 1939. He’d waited in Montevideo, he’d waited on the road to
Casablanca, now he was waiting again. The position never varied.
There were always a couple of wires or a length of fuse in his
hand. There was always a target in sight. The seconds were always
ticking away.

He glanced up the hillside to his
right. He could make out the low shapes of the three Australians
who had stayed behind with him. They had taken up positions behind
the outcrop of dark gray rock and thrown up a little buttress of
sand in front of them. They were hidden from the road, but once
they opened fire they would give their position away. They were
covered against small arms fire, but they hadn’t a hope in hell if
the Panzer got a bead on them with its 75 millimeter. That gun put
out a round at 1,500 feet a second. It would cut up that outcrop of
rock like so much summer chaff. It was up to Wingate to see that it
never came to that. He was going to bury it in a great slither of
rocks and mud.

Five more seconds. Four. He was
crouched over the blasting machine. He had the handle in his hand
and he was trying to shield the box from the worst of the storm
with his body. He was soaked to the skin and chilled to the point
of no pain. To the north—way beyond the hill slope on his left—he
could hear the dull crump of shelling. It was no consolation to
know that some poor bastards up there were taking a worse pounding
than he was. His turn would come. Right now it was a question of
trying to blink the rain clear of his eyes so that he didn’t lose
sight of the lead tank.

He put up his hand. One of the Aussies
responded. They were ready, tucked in behind their Bren gun,
waiting for the first of the tank crew to appear from the turret
hatch. He waited a second, then gave the handle of the Hell Box a
sharp clockwise twist.

The silence was shattering. Nothing
disturbed the hillside. In the valley below, the second Panzer had
now come into sight around the rocky bluff in the distance. There
was no telling how many more lay behind it. Normally, Wingate could
have seen way beyond the bluff to the distant pass from which the
counterattack was being launched. But in this weather, he figured
he was lucky to see five hundred yards. He gave the handle another
frantic twist and then another. The result was precisely the
same.

“Shit!” he
muttered.

He gave a low whistle through his
teeth and one of the waiting Aussies raised his head from the Bren.
Wingate beckoned him over and the man got up into a low crouch
position, jogged quickly over the fifty yards separating them and
dropped down beside Wingate. He was a sergeant, that much was
obvious from the faded stripes on his greatcoat, and Wingate knew
him as Tom. They had known one another for four hours and Wingate
had never got beyond his first name. It was typical of the war,
Wingate was discovering. A relationship had to be established at
once. Lives depended on it.

The Aussie grinned as he looked
at the blasting machine that Wingate was holding. Water had got in
through the connecting rod seal and was trickling out of the bottom
of the box. “Looks like she’s leaking, Squire,” he said.

“I pissed in it,” muttered
Wingate.

Two 3-inch mortar bombs landed in the
valley from some other group left behind to slow the German
advance. A long rattle of heavy machine gun fire rang out from the
leading Panzer. Rocks splintered high up the far hillside and began
to tumble down the steep slope into the valley.

“So what now, Squire?” the
Aussie asked.

The sergeant was typical of the
Australians Wingate had met on previous occasions. They had the
same inbred suspicion of authority that he had himself. They would
sooner have kissed his ass than call him “Sir” or “Mr. Wingate”; he
was always “Mac” or “Win” to them. Wingate would sooner have had
them with him in a tough spot than a whole battalion of West
Pointers.

“I figure somebody’s got
to put a match to it,” said Wingate, giving the handle one last
desperate twist. Still nothing happened. He ripped the wires off
the brass connecting pins and stuffed the box in his pocket. Then
he clawed his way out among the wet boulders.

“You’re crazy,” the Aussie
muttered.

“So I’m crazy,” said
Wingate, getting into a low crouch position and beginning to work
his way up the hillside toward the crest. “You get back down the
valley with the other guys. Take what’s left of the explosives. See
if you can figure out some way to close that road further
west.”

“You married?” the Aussie
called, as Wingate crawled away from him.

“No,” called
Wingate.

“I thought not,” said the
Aussie. He was moving back toward his companions who were still
manning the Bren. “If you don’t make it, I’ll see you get a mention
in dispatches. You might even get a medal.” There was humor in his
voice—humor touched with admiration.

The lead Panzer had halted. It was
engaging the 3-inch mortar crew with more determination now. There
was no way he and the Aussies could damage the tank. It was a Mark
IV Panzer, twenty tons of high carbon steel. Normally it would have
ignored the mortar, the way a hunter back home would have ignored
the irritations of mosquitoes when he had his eye fixed on bigger
game. The fact that it didn’t, worried Wingate. If it needed to
reduce the mortar position, then ground troops must be following in
close support. Things were building into a full-scale
counterattack.

He glanced back over his right
shoulder. The Aussies had picked up the Bren and were moving back
up the valley in a low, crouching lope. Over their shoulders were
slung the bags of Triton blocks—the TNT. Wingate took advantage of
the rock outcrops and the scattered boulders that broke the even
surface of the desert slope. From time to time he lost his footing
in the slush of water draining down into the valley. He fell,
slithered ten feet, recovered his balance and moved forward and
upward again. He had to get over the crest of the hill before the
Panzers spotted him. It was only a question of time before the lead
tank had dealt with the mortar and could turn its attention
elsewhere.

He made for a low step of rock that
jutted out of the hillside from just below the crest. Once behind
that he would have cover. He had the drum of leading wire in his
left hand and every now and then he tried to gather the loose wire
up in his right hand. He knew from experience what a goddamn mess
the stuff could be if it dragged for too long over the
ground.

He reached the rock ledge at last and
clawed his way along it. The tank was out of sight now, somewhere
behind the ledge, down in the valley below. The crest was just
above. The wind was blowing from the far side of the crest, and
once he lifted his head above the protection of the rock, the
driving rain and sand hit him full in the face. He closed his eyes
instinctively, then gradually opened them just enough to be able to
peer. Visibility was no more than three or four hundred yards, but
he could make out columns of armor moving forward across the open
desert, making for the pass. Here and there, trucks rolled slowly
along the road and he could see the first groups of backup infantry
jogging forward in half-crouched positions.

He dropped just below the crest. If
anyone bothered to look up in this godforsaken weather they might
see him. But as long as he was below the crest and not silhouetted
against the skyline, he had a chance of getting to the explosive
charges that he had planted earlier.

He let go of the reel of leading wire
now that he was out of sight of the road. No one could spot it from
the valley and it wasn’t any use to him anymore. It was one thing
to be operating a blasting machine in the comparative safety of a
mine shaft, but quite another to be slithering over the face of
Tunisia in the height of the winter rains, trying to coax a spark
out of a boxful of liquid mud. He put his hand in his breast pocket
and checked that his cigarette lighter was still there.

By the time he had reached the cache
of Triton blocks, there were two Panzers below him. A third was
converging on the entrance to the pass. The pass was no more than
three miles long. Once the armor had cleared it, it could spread
out in any direction it wanted. It would take an air strike to
check it, and in this weather there wasn’t an aircraft able to get
off the ground from Casablanca to Gabes.

He followed the leading wires into the
cache, pulling out the rocks that he and the Aussies had tamped so
carefully into position. They rolled down the steep slope of the
hillside and onto the road below. There wasn’t time to concern
himself with that. A half-second burst from those 7.92 mm machine
guns on the second Panzer wouldn’t leave him much time for
speculation.

He got to the cluster of
explosive blocks and felt his way along the leading wires to the
blasting cap. It had to come out. There was no way of firing an
electrical blasting cap without the Hell Box. He was halfway into
the hole, doing everything by feel. He was wearing a short combat
jacket over two sweaters. It shed most of the falling rain but it
couldn’t be expected to keep him dry as he groveled in the mud. He
groped under the jacket and drew out a length of safety fuse that
was wrapped a couple of times around his waist. At the same time he
took out a pocket-knife and cut off two feet of the fuse, slitting
the end to expose the powder train.

Another rattle of machine gun
fire reverberated through the valley below. Wingate ignored it. He
figured they were still after that 3-inch mortar crew, or maybe
they’d spotted the three Aussies. The only thing that mattered now
was crimping the safety fuse to the new blasting cap, inserting it
in the middle of the main charge and persuading the fuse to burn in
this weather. He could already hear water beginning to trickle into
the hole he’d had to open in order to uncover the explosives again.
He remembered those lectures of Professor Bernhardt’s back in
Madison at the University of Wisconsin. Bernhardt had talked pretty
eloquently about the chemistry of trinitrotoluene, but he’d said
nothing about trying to detonate the stuff with your ass pointing
at the stars and half the German Army trying to beat you to
it.

He dragged himself back out of the
earth and slid loose dirt and broken rock into the hole again. He
still had doubts about whether they had been able to get enough
explosive up here to do the job he wanted. There was a spur of rock
on the north side of the hole. If that went, it would carry half
the hillside down with it. It wasn’t the rock that would make the
road below impassable to armor, it was the tons of wet slurry that
it would carry down with it.

He became aware of the mud that
someone was slinging in his face. For a second he couldn’t figure
it out. Then he saw the stabs of fire from below. The second Panzer
had stopped. The bastards were shooting at him. He rolled toward
the rock spur, but he still couldn’t hang on to the end of the
safety fuse and reach cover at the same time. He didn’t have much
choice. The fuse was more important.

He lay as prone as he could, part of
his body behind the rock but his head and chest still exposed. He
pulled out the cigarette lighter, lit it in the protection of his
crooked left arm, then put the slit end of the fuse into the flame.
The fuse sputtered for a moment, smoked and finally ignited. He had
about one minute to get clear.

The machine gun bullets hit the rock a
couple of inches over his head and ricocheted over the crest of the
ridge with a long, high-pitched whine. He turned, half got to his
feet and made for the ridge. He lost his footing in the mud, swayed
for a moment, then finally recovered. A fragment of rock slammed
into the side of his helmet and made his ears ring. But a moment
later he was over the crest of the ridge and the machine gun fire
stopped.

He had done what he could. If
the damn thing failed to go off now, that was it. Gafsa would be
overrun again and all the casualties of the past couple of weeks
would have been in vain. He wondered if the Aussies had got to the
far end of the pass and whether they would succeed if he had
failed. Below, nothing seemed to be holding the counterattack.
Groups of rain-soaked German infantry in long greatcoats moved
purposefully toward the pass. One group—about company strength—had
begun to move toward the steep slope along which Wingate was
struggling to keep his balance. They were going to try to take the
pass and hold it ahead of the armor and supply column. If he had
had the Bren, he might have considered doing something about it.
Every second’s delay would give Eisenhower time to regroup. But the
only thing that Wingate carried was an M1 automatic carbine.
Fifteen rounds of .30 from that would do no more than tickle
Rommel’s ass.

He stuck to the ridge, keeping
just below the crest away from the valley where the Panzers lay. He
groped over the sodden ground, grabbing the corner of a rock,
dropping a hand to steady himself. His mind had been trained to
count independently of the rest of his thoughts. Fifteen seconds
had already ticked away. He could imagine the detonating flame
sizzling its way slowly along the tunnel of the fuse, hidden inside
the waterproof fabric wrapping. Eighteen, nineteen, twenty
...

What a goddamn, desolate
countryside, he was thinking. How the hell did they ever put out
travel posters like the ones he’d seen in the Chicago travel agency
in 1939? War was the only thing it was fit for—war and camels. As
the count inside his head clocked thirty, he tried to figure out
how far he’d come since he had lit the fuse. Twenty yards? Thirty?
He had to get at least fifty between himself and that charge he and
the Aussies had rammed into that hole ...

The rock surface wasn’t built
for speed. Even if it had been dry, the shifting layer of sand that
covered it would have made it tricky. Now it was almost impossible.
The most sensible thing would be to run along the crest itself, as
if he were running along the ridge of a roof. Dare he take the
risk? On the far side, the Panzer had already spotted him. There
was no close firing that he could hear. That meant the lead tank
had already disposed of the mortar crew that had been irritating
it. It meant there were that many more eyes to cover the crest
itself. The count reached forty, then forty-five ...

The problem was solved for him.
Bullets began to kick up the sandy slope ahead of him and chip
fragments from the face of the rock. He glanced quickly to his
left, dropping his right hand to maintain his balance. Some of the
infantry below him were beginning to shoot at him. He weighed the
circumstances briefly. There was a whole company down there—a
hundred and fifty men at least. Christ, even a miracle wouldn’t
save him against odds like that. He turned right and dropped behind
the crest. As he did so, the whole hillside behind him erupted. The
blast hit him square between the shoulders and laid him flat on his
face on the rock surface. His vision blurred.

For a moment he thought that he’d
walked right into a burst from the tank’s twin machine guns. He
felt no pain at all, but a numbness was creeping up his legs and
into his spine and he began to think that his back was broken.
There was machine gun fire from somewhere below him. He had to get
out of the way of it. He put up his arms and began to drag himself
toward the cover of a small bluff of rock, no more than a foot
above the level of the surrounding sand.

As he moved, the numbness gave way to
pain. His relief was tremendous. He wasn’t paralyzed. The blast
from the explosive he’d set had knocked him right off his feet. He
got to his knees and crawled forward.

The little bluff of rock saved him. A
moment after he’d reached it, the first of the debris began to
fall. The heaviest rocks came first, boulders the size of tables.
Some fell no more than a couple of feet ahead of him, filling his
mouth with soaking grit. A couple fell directly above him, chipping
great shards off the rock against which he was sheltering.
Gradually the boulders gave way to smaller rocks and a prolonged
shower of gravel and sand.

For a moment there was absolute
silence, then shouts began to fill the valley to his right. He came
out of the protection of the bluff and looked back and down. He
could hardly believe his luck. The whole face of the hillside had
split and a great wet mass of rock and gravel had slid down onto
the road below. Two Panzers had got into the pass. The third had
been buried completely in the landslide.

He got to his feet and groped his way
forward. Fumes from the explosion were reaching him now, making him
cough and making his eyes smart. He stayed on the road side of the
crest. He’d done what he had set out to do. However hard the
Germans worked at clearing that mess, no armor and no transport
would get through the pass for hours. It was up to the Corps
commander to take advantage of the delay. If it hadn’t been for the
mud and the filthy weather, he would have stopped the two tanks
that had made it through the pass. He was a perfectionist—but he
was also a realist. He’d seen enough of war since he’d come ashore
with General Patton’s Western Task Assault Force to know that in
battle nothing is ever perfect. You went in fast, you did whatever
you could—and you got the hell out again. If you were all in one
piece at the end of it, so much the better.

The first of the two tanks opened up
with a twin burst of machine gun fire. Wingate checked, crouched
and wiped the rain off his eyebrows. He could see the burst of fire
from the tank, but it wasn’t shooting at him. It was firing way
ahead of him, eight or nine hundred yards at least. He couldn’t
even see where the shots were landing. He figured they had spotted
the Aussies trying to close the other end of the pass. There was
nothing Wingate could do to give them support. It was going to take
all his ingenuity to get past those guns himself.

He crawled to the top of the crest and
peered down the southern slope. The infantry company had turned
directly toward the road now and was scrabbling its way up the
steep hillside. They must have been called up by the tank commander
the minute he saw the assault on the pass had been checked. They
would break the crest of the slope way behind Wingate’s position.
If the rain kept coming, he’d be too far ahead for them even to see
him.

Once more he put the crest between him
and the tanks. He wanted to get clear of the pass before the lead
tank had made up its mind what to do. Most likely it wouldn’t
advance alone—but it couldn’t stay where it was in case the weather
lifted enough for the Army Air Corps B-25 Mitchells to get
airborne.

Another burst of automatic fire
cracked through the air beyond the rocky crest to his right. At
first he figured it was from the lead tank, holding down the
Aussies or even engaging some new target. But the sound wasn’t
right for that. The Panzer had a couple of 7.92 mm machine guns,
and this was a single gun. Then it dawned on him that it was the
Bren. Jesus Christ! Somewhere ahead and on the valley side of the
crest, those crazy bastards were engaging twenty tons of armor with
a single light machine gun! There had to be some damn good reason
for inviting trouble the way they were doing.

Another minute and the provocation
from the Bren began to produce results. The Panzer had brought its
75 millimeter to bear and the valley reverberated with the boom of
heavy gunfire and the slam of high explosive shells. In the veil of
mist and driving rain ahead of him, Wingate could make out the
spumes of rock and mud being driven high into the sky.

He moved on and gradually the
land began to flatten out. He could sense the end of the pass ahead
of him, just beyond the point where the landscape blurred into a
single gray mass. The crumps of the Panzer shells had shifted their
position now, and he figured that the Aussies were on the move.
What he couldn’t figure was why they still kept up an intermittent
fire from the Bren. They hadn’t a hope in hell against the tank and
all they were doing was drawing fire on themselves. They were
taking one colossal risk against that gun. One well-placed round of
high-explosive would take all three of them, particularly if they
were still carrying those Triton blocks with them. It wouldn’t even
need a direct hit—a near miss would be sufficient to set up the
necessary shock waves to detonate the stuff.

Wingate was in the process of
turning every possibility over in his mind when the explosion took
place, almost level with him, on the other side of the crest. The
ground heaved under his feet and he lost his balance and started to
slither on his ass down the slope to his left. A low outcrop of
rock checked his slide for a moment but couldn’t hold him. In the
end he brought himself to a halt by driving the butt of his M1 into
the ground ahead of him and throwing his weight into its
base.

He lay there for a moment, then
he began to grin. Those crazy bastards had done it! All that
machine gun fire he’d heard up ahead had simply been to distract
the Germans below. As long as they were slamming off shells at the
Bren, the fuse had a chance to burn undisturbed. By the feel of the
explosion, those guys had planted the charge exactly right. Even
now he could still hear the whoosh of rocks and debris sliding down
into the valley on the other side of the crest.

He got to his feet and got
clear of the place, resisting the temptation to take a quick look
over the ridge to see the extent of the damage. His job was to get
out of there as quickly as possible and report what had happened to
Field HQ. If he got himself killed now, he was only risking the
lives of other guys; they would send out a patrol to check on the
state of the pass, or else wait for the weather to lift and then do
an aerial reconnaissance.

The firing from the valley had
stopped. There was no need for the Aussies to stay any longer. They
would be working their way westward the same as he was, taking
advantage of whatever cover the rock outcrops and occasional
gullies in the hillside provided. They were professionals all
right, the kind of guys you prayed for whenever you were in a tight
spot. He wondered what chance there was of working with them
again.

The rain had eased and he began to see
the barren plain ahead of him and the long slope of sand-covered
rock running down toward it. He had reached the end of the pass.
There wasn’t a sign of any enemy tank. It looked as if the Aussies
had done what he’d asked them. The pass was closed at both ends. He
turned toward the ridge on his right to make a final check. He
crawled on hands and knees to the rim of the valley, lowered
himself onto his chest, then dragged himself the last couple of
feet using only his elbows and the toes of his boots.

His helmet broke the skyline, then his
mud-spattered forehead. Finally he could see the road way below
him. It was empty. Over to his right, the road was blocked where
the second explosion had sent tons of debris slithering down into
the valley. Beyond it, sealed between the two landslides that he
and his companions had triggered, the two Panzers stood immobile
and impotent. A couple of figures had got out of the lead tank and
were standing on the skirting, checking the situation through field
glasses.

Wingate turned to his left. He half
expected to see the three Aussies jogging in a crouch along the far
side of the crest, carrying the Bren and the empty explosive bags
with them, making for the plain. There was no sign of them. He
concluded they had already got clear of the place. They had been a
long way ahead of him. They must be well on their way to the jeep
by now, wondering how long they were going to have to wait before
he caught up with them.

It was then that he noticed the shell
holes where the leading Panzer had slammed its 75 millimeters into
the hillside. There were half a dozen of them, clustered in three
groups. Beyond the far group lay the Bren. The barrel and the gas
return cylinder had been bent at right angles. The butt lay like so
much shattered firewood thirty feet away. Three bodies lay in
grotesque contortions on the perimeter of the farthest shell
hole.

Wingate’s guts sank. He paused, then
slid over the top of the ridge and slithered down toward them.
They’d been killed instantly, all by the same shell burst. The
clothing was scorched, but the bodies were almost unmarked. The
shock waves had put such sudden pressure on them that all human
functions had ceased. Wingate stared at them for a moment, then
dragged them into the cover of the shell hole. There was nothing
more he could do. As soon as the weather cleared the buzzards would
spot them. After that, they might last a couple of
hours.

A burst of machine gun fire from the
leading Panzer warned him that he had been seen. The vehicle might
be trapped but it was far from harmless. Wingate scrambled out of
the hole and slid over the top of the ridge. Twenty minutes later
he had reached the jeep and was bouncing along the bottom of a wadi
toward Field HQ.

Driving westward in the jeep, Mac
Wingate was able to put the war into perspective again. The heat of
action always narrowed his vision. He had the ability to shut out
everything but the immediate problem. It had been the same when he
had hunted the uplands of northern Wisconsin, or seen a trout rise
through the clear water of some lake to take his fly when he was a
kid. But the sight of the dead Australians who had driven eastward
with him only hours earlier, reminded him of the larger issues. He
wasn’t touring this godforsaken countryside of North Africa for
personal pleasure. He was here out of the conviction that the Nazi
system was a blight on the face of Europe, and that unless it was
eradicated it would destroy the world that Wingate knew and
believed in.

Wingate was twenty-eight when the
Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor. He could remember the occasion as
if it had happened yesterday. He was sitting out a cloudburst in
the Brazilian jungle west of Tefe. He had been cut off from the
outside world ever since his radio had succumbed to the humidity
and the termites in October. His only means of communication was by
canoe and it was late in the afternoon of January 4, 1942, that the
news reached him. The States had been at war with Japan ever since
December 8, and with Germany and Italy since December
11.

He was born Peter Magnussen
Wingate on July 30, 1913, the son of a small farmer in Sawyer
County, northern Wisconsin. Since childhood, everybody had called
him Mac. He was Norwegian-German on his father’s side. Mac and his
younger brother and sister had had to learn German and Norwegian as
part of their upbringing, and their father had played the folk
music of northern Europe on a piano accordion during the long
winter evenings.

On his mother’s side he was
part Ojibway. His mother told him strange tales about her side of
the family that gave him a passionate attachment to the countryside
from which he came. It also accounted for much of his appearance.
He had the straight, dark hair, dark eyes and sharp features of his
mother, rather than his father’s blond hair and blue eyes. It
accounted, too, for much of his temperament—his self-reliance and
independence, his directness and his wry sense of humor. And it
showed in his preference for activities that required individual
skill rather than team cooperation. His specialty was track and
field—the shot put, the hammer throw and the javelin. Away from
school, he was usually alone in the woods with a bow or a rifle, or
canoeing on some out-of-the-way stretch of water with a fishing
pole beside him.

He tried to figure what would have
happened if he had followed his Dad into farming. Would he have
been bouncing across Tunisia in a jeep right now? Would he even
have seen the desert? It wasn’t likely. He would have gone to his
father’s old college and majored in agriculture. He might have
found himself a spread of land in Sawyer County and borrowed the
deposit for it from his Dad. More likely, he would have joined his
father on the home farm and taken some of the load off the old
man.

But that wasn’t the way it had worked
out. In the late twenties, farming was already feeling the coming
Depression. When he and his Dad talked about Mac’s future, it was
obvious it required another approach than the land. There was a
whole wide world existing outside Sawyer County and he wanted to
see it, to experience it and be part of it. Instead of agriculture,
he figured his future lay in engineering. He persuaded his father
to let him go to the University of Wisconsin at Madison—and it was
at Wisconsin that he had met Professor Bernhardt. Everything that
had happened to him since, right up to the present moment, dated
from that meeting.

He was crossing the open desert rather
than keeping to the road. It lay a couple of miles to his north and
as he glanced toward it he could see the columns of reinforcements
moving east. He wondered how deep the German penetration had been
and how determined it was. Montgomery’s 8th Army was less than
three hundred miles to the east pushing west, sometimes as much as
forty miles a day. How many troops and how much equipment could
Rommel spare for a serious counterattack in Tunisia, with that kind
of pressure coming at him from the opposite direction?

He hit the first strongpoint a couple
of miles farther on. There was a lieutenant and a sergeant and half
a dozen GIs. They were edgy, wanting to know how come he was
approaching from the direction of the enemy instead of from the
allied lines to the west. He felt sick at the memory of the three
Australians, still lying in that shell hole, and he snapped at the
lieutenant over the rattle of the jeep’s engine, “You any idea
what’s going on out there? You think my name’s Rommel? Get the hell
out of my way and let me through!”

The lieutenant eyed him
suspiciously, cradling a Thompson M1 submachine gun in his arms and
standing directly in the jeep’s path with his feet apart. In the
end he gave way to Wingate’s direct stare and stood aside, nodding
to Wingate to go ahead. Wingate let out the clutch and the jeep
lifted on its front springs and shot forward.

Headquarters was in a state of
constant movement. Runners were carrying messages from the main
Command tent to Signals. The MT Officer was yelling orders to the
drivers who were pulling the HQ transport into position. The rain
had eased, but it still fell as a fine mist and great pools of
cloying mud lay everywhere.

Wingate made for the Command tent and
parked outside. The guard at the door gave a perfunctory salute and
let him past. He was trying to conceal a















cover.jpg
MACIWINGATE

MISSIONICODE = S\'MBI][
MAC WINGATE GOES 1
UNDERCOVER TO e
STOP A PLOT TO KILL J
CHURGHILL, STALIN 3 \ |
AND FDR! 4 |
— |
(.
| ey
N /,’37 Y, /(“ n //‘
fo VA I
e ’l.'\/ y /)
o | ;
" &
— . 4
y_

TE PlI]SIUE wumn’fmnn TWI] SEIIIES B\'

=‘BRYAN SWIFT

 ~N





tmp_d7bfd4df34319509c5c110071cd92680_Q7uWga_html_2b52685f.jpg
A wRRELDS "
>3 ALLIED LANDINGS (“OPERATION TORCH) s i e :
or)
trom Gt Brtain . :

o s 0 :
Centre Task Farce w :
T awene e (Frodontil Al i

irom Greatbritain
L—»«-\ SPAIN

Wester Task Farce s\//.—ﬁn i
Fation)
fom USA N/ GIBRALTAR

ALGERIA

MARRAKECH

NORTH AFRICA, NOVEMBER, 1942






tmp_d7bfd4df34319509c5c110071cd92680_Q7uWga_html_2a1b54f9.jpg
PICCADILLY
PUBLISHING





tmp_d7bfd4df34319509c5c110071cd92680_Q7uWga_html_13e27f45.jpg
BRYAN SWIFT

MAC WINGATE 1:
MISSION CODE:






